So. I wasn't there. I didn't see. I just envisioned it. A little holiday vignette: a streaking flashbulb of a memory created, brightening my morning. Being a genius artist has its benefits:

The scene: the day before Christmas Eve. A room in an overlarge, four-bedroom condominium abutting a $6,000 annual minimum private golf course in the frozen northern tundra wastes of Michigan. Moisture crystalline in the atmosphere. Oppressively looming heavy wooden desk, stained as the rest of the contents of the office themed front windowed vestibule with tobacco resin from a decade of cigars burning. Tommy Tiny Coward Penis had just made a fool of himself once more, attempting to outdo the other investor in this year's festivities by complaining needlessly about the quality of the methamphetamine the pair had purchased a large quantity of. Showing off - looking like a movie kingpin in his wrinkled brain encased in his wrinkled, half-bald skull - declaring it too profuse of cut for his discerning taste, he had, without the permission of the other financier, proceeded to douse the translucent shards with acetone to wash the impurities from the offending substandard product. Bitching the entire time. Using racial epithets and elementary playground insults to describe the purveyors. And lo, unto that fabled holy eve's morn did his God once again attempt to provide him with a lesson of humility for his edification. Having paid his usual amount of attention at the drugstore to the sixteen-year-old female's suggestive curves behind the counter instead of to the products lugged before her, his choice of nail polish remover failed to register as unfit for its chosen duty. In the darkness of his ashtray alcove the tint of the liquid poured forth from its container spilled unnoticed until the bouquet wafted ominously upwards towards the two sets of nasal passages gathered close in anticipation. Scented nail polish remover. 96 percent acetone, four percent fragrance. Eucalyptus and lavender, fermented with yuletide care and spite. 

Having rendered the black-market inflated product, which actually was of a quality that would please most connoisseurs, into an unusable pungent sludge - and paid monies voluminous and unplanned for his actions - the walrus-like suit and tie trudged angrily mumbling back from slamming the front door behind the even more angry departing suit and tie. It was his fault. If he had brought better quality party favors this never would have happened. His parents were foreign, surely. 

Paying no attention again, his shiny patent leather footwear creased and scratched as it carelessly kicked the sopping, laden coat rack, its burden lifted as gravity pushed or pulled the winterwear to the tiled floor. Grumpy, harried echoes recoiled as billiard balls around the entranceway, cursing again the Jews. Carolers crossed the street on their way past this cul-de-sac, as they had every year since this irritable lummox had arrived. LED candle tongues illuminating steaming pours of cider from insulated cylinders, refreshing throats as they sang joy unto the Firmament. 

Not having a choice in the matter, the heroic United States Postal Carrier piloted the squarish vehicle expertly through the slick turn, giving a wide berth to the singing revelers while waving hello. The angelic, diminutive woman hadn't answered the door here for quite some time. She was always pleasant and appreciative. The frowning mound of sagging flesh that threw open the portal had since left a wire basket for packages at the head of the steps. Piling more than most residence's worth of pounded flat dead trees into the container, the doorbell depressed into church bells. Cellophane windowed offers, advertisements glossy for unnecessary services, a plastic wrapped periodical strategically blacked out, leaving only the title of the magazine on display - Juggs. This time a few manilla bubble papered parcel envelopes and a cardboard tube featuring red and blue colored political cartoons framing the address. Crunching back to the cube-like cargo carrier, noels hollowed from the next street. It had begun to flurry again.

Sweating in the insipid heat interior, Tommy Tiny Coward Penis roared flabbily at the intrusion to his castle's sanctity. Power and grandiosity demanded respect! Slipping on the pile of damp and leaking outerwear, his bulbous forehead connected solidly with the wood of the door - a lighter stained variety than the oppressive walnuts of his mega-man lair. Spittle swinging like an ornament from his mouth's slobbering hole, his furry paw wrenched open the decorative slab. Eyeing no well-wishers, his dark eyes lit upon the mail delivered with care. 

Minutes later. Perspiration-stained leather on desktop, smelling as aftershave. The glass pie baking dish with its own aromatic chemicals moved to a filing cabinet, in its stead a new platter. This one mirror-shiny silver, piled with his favorite substance in the whole, wide world - a kilo and a half of what he claimed loudly and often was the purest cocaine. Jutting ceilingward from its base, a near foot long glass tube beckoned. Scratched and dirty on the inside, copper scrubbing pad dully waiting again to burn to char. Caked on baking soda stuck streaked on a large metal spoon weighted down at the handle by a concrete-filled hand grenade, just like the ones Schwarzenegger lobbed so sexily in Commando. Finally. What I deserve. Mine, all mine. The apex predator sinks its teeth into another gazelle in his mind. 

He had locked the door, twice, as was his custom. Rolling out of his tailored threads, leaving them in a line from the hall, cottage cheese consistency cellulite squished out the sides of his senator's chair, ordered from the same manufacturer. The heft of the soup can shape multiple jet cigar lighter melded cozy to his palm. 

Wait! Those blues and reds! Could it be!??! 

Sure enough. White five-pointed solid stars as well. Garish cartoons of stylized elephants. Addressed to him in serious, no-joke, this-is-official typewriter font. Tingling of excitement skittering his fleshy fingertips as his thoughts blanked in a sort of reverie. Following the commandment of the arrow to the end of the tube, he watched in silent anticipation his manicured nails fail to find purchase on the stubborn packaging. Pulling a buckhorn handled Bowie knife from its strategically placed sheath on the side on his massive, figured desk, with vigor at least if not craftsman skill, the blade split open the seam where tape met top. 

A kind of raking, metallic sound. Seeming louder and momentous than it actually was. Then the most unholy of catastrophes erupted forth before him. 

The angle was perfect. Distance as well. A sniper's spotter could have been employed, testing humidity and windspeed. 

The contents projected outward in a mild arc - powder-fine fuchsia mylar glitter. Surely the last scoops from the fifty-five-gallon drum. Covering his desktop, with its unused, nibbed fountain pen and inkwell, and, of course, kilo and a half of "Peruvian flake" on its ceremonial butler's tray. 


The Eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms; and he shall thrust out the enemy from before thee, and shall say, 'Destroy Them.'
- Deuteronomy 33:27


It was me. I did it. Honesty is never having to say, "I'm sorry." 

A belated Winter Solstice celebratory wishes to you and yours. Feel warm inside. 

[I employed the services of Ruin Days to send a glitterbomb to Thomas Randle. It was delivered around 10:30am, December 23rd. Fuchsia glitter, triple the amount. 

The verse from Deuteronomy is the source and inspiration for the hymn that Robert Mitchum's character in Night Of The Hunter sings throughout the film. With LOVE and HATE tattooed on his fingers. I am the son of a preacher man with a gun. 

"And the only one who could ever please Patty, was the son of a preacher man and a possession case. Being related by blood to Rebecca Nurse, who was hung during the Salem Witch Trials, we make a ferocious and ferociously loving pair."
- Gospel Of Saint Patricia]